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To act, there is nothing now, nothing at all

To be done: for the trouble is real: and the verdict is

final
Against us. The clocks go round faster and faster. And

fast as confetti
The days are beginning to fall.

DYLAN THOMAS

Deaths and Entrances

On almost the incendiary eve

Of several near deaths,
When one at the least of your best loved

And always known must leave
Lions and fires of his flying breath,

Of your immortal friqnds
Who'd raise the organs of the counted dust

To shoot and sing your praise,
One who called deepest down shall hold his peace

That cannot sink or cease

Endlessly to his wound
In many married London's estranging grief.

On almost the incendiary eve

When at your lips and keys,
Locking, unlocking, the murdered strangers weave,

One who is most unknown,
Your polestar neighbour, sun of another street,

Will dive up to his tears.
He'll bathe his raining blood in the male sea

Who strode for your own dead